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coconut, plain and combined ; and a siva, well, it is a siva wherever and whenever one sees it. But some of our white guests had never come across one, and were very pleased to have the opportunity.
\Jf    in
November 24.
is gone, and we all miss him sorely; in the three months that he has been with us he has 'grown with the family/ and our only consolation is that there is a chance he may return. . . .
The addition to the house goes on briskly, the carrying up of the wood came to an end last Saturday, and we quite regret the troops of black boys in their picturesque costumes of bright scarlet and blue. Making a wooden house seems a curiously simple affair; the foundations consist of a lot of boxes sunk into the ground and filled with stones and concrete, and planks laid down on the top of them. The wood is all cut into proper lengths before it arrives here, and it is put together very quickly; in fact, it seems to grow under one's eyes in an amazing way. The floor of the lower story is finished already, and we can walk about on it and admire the size of our fine large sitting-room; the outer planking, too, is finished all the way up, but the upper floor is not laid, nor the stair ascendable, so we must wait before we can pay further visits. They are hurrying on